(This doggerel came in answer to a question whether the Spirits could write poetry, and is in t hand not dissimilar to the preceding communication, although the signatures differ.)
When the clear bright sun was shining
Then they took my cherished form And they bore it to the church yard
To consign it to the worm
Well no matter that was only
The clay dress your loved one wore God had robed her for an angel
She had need of this no more
Though the tears fell fast and faster
Yet you would not call me back Nay be glad her feet no longer
Tread life's rough and thorny track
Yes be glad the father took her
Took her whilst her heart was pure Oh be glad he did not leave her
All life's trials to endure
AC
(In a sprawling hand.)
Your friend has lost the Control I cannot  say wether it will be
possible to regain it now or no   I find it hard  work to get any hold at all.                                                                                    A M
(Each letter distinct, as a child would print the alphabet.)
Chief there cant come any answer the magnetic current is broken for want of power we go now but will come in your own wigwam
HOWONDO
At the following seances I received slate writings repeatedly. Sometimes the slate would scarcely be in the Medium's hands before a message appeared, each time with the little pencil on top. I was told that I was an excellent Medium, that, if I cultivated the faculty, would soon myself be able to obtain these slate writings. I was also asked to prepare a slate secured in any way I wished, and had the promise that a message would be written within it. I acceded to the request and took a slate of my own, tied it up in every direction with twine, and